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Louis people trust the most important mail leav-
ing any city in the world, excepting that from
London, without a guard. No one doubts that
the Cheyennes and Sioux are now holding council
on these Plains, even if they have not as yet gone
out upon the war-path; nay, that they have given
notice, after their Indian manner, of an intention
to stop the road; yet, the mail is going into their
buffalo-runs, in spite of all warnings, without a
single guard, even such an old fogie as used to
blow his horn and shoulder his blunderbuss on
Hounslow Heath.

Perhaps I am forgetting the confidence which
they place in their English guard. They know
that we are armed; they feel a reasonable cer-
tainty that we know how to use our tools. " The
road is a little rough," says one of the stock-
keepers as we roll from his station into the black
midnight and the unknown prairie; " but the go-
vernment will do nothing for us, until it has been
roused by a great disaster; they care nothing
for a few lives, especially for the lives of poor
teamsters and drivers." One passing friend rather
hopes that we may be scalped, as he thinks that
such an event might create a pleasant and pro-
fitablS sensation in New York.